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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 


| haven't written anything in while and thought this would be fun to get back into the swing of it. ) hope 


everyone enjoys this! 

Sometimes Jon would think too much. 

He'd let himself get too deep in his head to where he couldn't let himself trust the others. Where his drive for 
perfection would take over all reason and he wouldn't hesitate to remind the them that he was the boss and 
no longer just one of the guys. That's usually when the arguments broke out. When the control-freak inside 
him became too strong for him and he lashed out. 


Those nights, it was Richie's job to make him not think at all 


He watched silently from the couch, strumming absently at his guitar as he listened to the sounds of an 


argument in the background. Jon was laying into one of the crew. Something about testing an amp or moving 
some equipment, this had almost become part of their pre-show routine recently to the point where Richie 
couldn't be bothered to care what was going on. This argument was a bit different. This guy wasn't scared of 
Jon, had no problem with giving almost as good as he got. 


He glanced up then. Things had gotten interesting. The crew usually never argued against Jon, either fearing for 
their jobs or knowing there was no point. It was the same way with them too. Sometimes, it was better to let 


Jon rant out his feelings than try to get him to listen 


The roadie made a move toward Jon and his instincts kicked in. He found himself between the two of them. 
Shooting a glare toward Jon, he turned to the roadie in apology. "I'm sorry, man. Things have been super 
stressful right now." Ignoring the snort from behind him he continued. "Look I'll take care of things here. l'm 
sorry about what happened. Have a couple drinks on me later." 


"Its fine." The other man took this as his cue to leave the room, still glaring at Jon all the while. "Don't worry 
about it, Rich." The door slammed behind him as left the room. Leaving the still fuming singer and exasperated 


guitarist behind. 


There were only a few moments of silence before Jon's anger had boiled over again. "How dare he?! First, he 


causes issues with the setup. Then he misplaces an amp and expects me not to be pissed?" 


"Jon" He didn't hear him. He wasn't really surprised. Jon didn't hear anyone when he was on one of his 


tangents. His need for absolute perfection taking over. 


"They think they can slack off during a tour?" He shouted as he paced in front of Richie. "Who the fuck do 
they think they are?!" 


"Jon" He tried again and received the same expected response. He sighed slowly, trying to rein his own temper 
in as Jon continued to rant. This had gone on long enough. Nothing had even gone wrong yet. Their crew had 
been the tightest they'd had and Richie didn't want to think about what Jon would say if they hadn't been 


performing as well as they were. 
‘Sometimes | feel like I'm the only one that takes this shit seriously! | mean | can't even--" 
"Jon! 


The room had gone silent and Richie watched the near shiver that went through Jon's body with a smirk. See, 
Jon still knew what that tone of voice meant for him. If the pure, unrefined lust in his eyes was anything to go 


by. 


"So, today's one of those days, is it?" He said softly, coming up behind him and ruming his hands over his 


shoulders. 


"Shut up, Sambora" The previously stern voice becoming slightly shaky as Richie continued his gentle massage. 
| don't need you fucking up my head space before the show." 


Richie just chuckled and squeezed just a bit harder in the way he knew Jon liked and smiled at the moan he 
was rewarded with. He leaned in closer and placed a single kiss to his neck, to the sensitive spot right under his 


ear. "My room after the show. Don't keep me waiting." 


Jon turned to reach for him and Richie smoothly ducked out of his grasp as he headed for the door. He 
turned back to Jon with a playful grin planted firmly on his face. "Don't forget to apologize, Jonny. You know 
you were being a dick earlier." Richie's amused chuckle echoed through the room as the door closed. Leaving 


Jon breathing heavily and painfully hard. 


They didn't have a chance to speak again before the show and even when there were moments where they 
would catch each other's eye, all Richie had to do was give him a wink, a certain look, or even lock their gazes 
for mere seconds to remind Jon what was in store for him later that night. The show seemed to be almost a 
blur in Richie's mind and he was amazed that somehow, there had been no major screwups from him. They 
finished their encore and Richie wasted no time in heading back to the hotel, doing his best to dodge the others 
backstage. He knew Jon would be looking for him and a part of him couldn't help but tease the blonde a bit 


more. To make him wait just a bit longer for any touch he was willing to give. 


Tonight, was definitely going fo be a night to remember. He thought with a devilish smirk as he headed to the 


waiting car. 


Richie lie on his bed, a glass of wine in hand as he waited for his guest. They still booked separate rooms, but 
it was rare that both of them were actually used. A grin spread across his face as he heard a soft knocking 
at the door. As he opened it and laid his eyes on Jon, he could have sworn all the blood in his body had rushed 


to his cock. To say the man looked good was an understatement. 


Jon had on one of Richie's favorite outfits. Simple yet effective. A tight pair of jeans with rips in all the right 
places, showing off his well-muscled thighs and just a bit of that glorious ass. A white V-neck T-shirt, giving 
Richie a clear view of the silky hair on his chest that he loved running his fingers through. However, it was his 
eyes that got him. The blue orbs filled with everything Richie could possibly want. Love, desire, defiance, and 
just that little bit of shyness that only tended to show itself with him. 


He took his hand, pulling him into the room and pressed him against the door. He leaned in for a kiss, only to 
press his lips to his collar. He worked his way up his neck slowly, his teeth grazing lightly at the skin, until he 
reached his ear. "By the end of the night or whenever | decide to stop touching you," He said, voice dripping 
with lust and he could feel Jon react against him, trying to press their bodies together. "You aren't gonna 


remember your own name." 


Jon moaned softly at his words. His mind already filling with images with what Richie could possibly have in 
store for him. He could feel himself melting against him, gripping his shoulders tightly to keep him upright. He 
tried to kiss him, only to feel the gentle press of Richie's finger instead. Before he could stop himself, he'd 


slipped it between his lips, sucking at it gently. 


He watched the heat pour into Richie's eyes as he caressed his finger with his tongue and was only slightly 
disappointed when Richie eventually pulled away. It was only fair that he got his own teasing in after what Rich 


had done to him earlier. 
"lll hold you to that." 


Richie led Jon over to the bed, sitting on the edge before pulling him into his lap. Jon's eyes fluttered shut as 
he felt lips trailing down his neck He heard Jon stutter out a gasp as his fingers slipped under his shirt. His 
skin was still warm from the shower after the show and Richie couldn't wait to get him dirty again. 


"You were wired tonight." He murmured, his breath tickling Jon's ear and sending shivers down his spine. 
Fighting with the crew." His other hand joined the first as they slid the soft material further up his chest. 
The gentle touches making Jon's breath hitch with their movements. "I heard you were still angry enough to 
go off on Lemma after | left" Jon raised his arms and let Richie pull the shirt free. "Thinking too much again, 


weren't you?" 


Jon flushed in embarrassment. He knew he'd gone overboard tonight, but he couldn't admit it. Not yet anyway. 
Which is why when Richie called him on it, he could only get angrier. Then once Richie had left him high and 
dry before the show, the rage was back and David was his unlucky victim. Then when the anger had finally 
drained away, he was left feeling like a fool and still burning for Richie's touch. That threatened to consume 


him more than his anger ever did. 


"Rich l-l--" Whatever he was going to say turned into a moan when one of those sinful hands trailed up his 
chest to tease a nipple, while the other covered his own, guiding it down to his trapped cock and moving their 
hands over it slowly. His head dropped to Richie's shoulder and nuzzled at his neck, trying to seek out his lips, 
only for Richie to deny him again 


"Not yet, babe." His fingers popped open the button on Jon's jeans, smirking at the lack of underwear he found 
before grasping his cock and working his wrist lazily. "| don't think you want it enough." His thumb caressed the 
hollow of his throat as he kissed at his jaw. "You want me to kiss you? Touch you where you need it most?" 
He clasped his jaw between his fingers and tilted his face toward the mirror. "Keep your eyes open for me 


Jonny.” 


He tried to do as Richie asked, he really did, but he couldn't think straight. His mind was already fading and 
Richie had only been touching him for a few minutes. He tightened his fingers on Richie's forearms and rocked 
back against his cock, moaning softly as he felt its pressure against his ass. It was all he could do to keep 
from going crazy. His eyes fluttered shut again as he tried to take what he needed, only to hear Richie chuckle 
in his ear. A seductive sound that combined with the hand still stroking him, had him thrusting his hips, 


desperately wanting more of his touch. He needed to feel as much of Richie as he could. 


"What did | just say?" The hand went away and Jon couldn't help but whine at its loss. His hips raising slightly 


in their attempt to follow it. "Ill get you there, baby, but for right now.. just sit there and take it for me." 


He tapped at Jon's thigh, signaling for the singer to rise up so he could make quick work of his jeans. Jon may 
have ached to be touched, but Richie was aching to do the touching, no matter how much he tried to hide it. 
He slicked up his fingers and spread Jon's legs over his own before slipping his hand between them. He started 
slowly, teasing the hidden entrance by running his finger against it, slipping it barely inside before pulling it 


away agai n. 


"Riiich!" He moaned. "Please don't tease." The finger continued to circle him, the calluses on it his gingers giving 
just a tiny bit of extra friction that had Jon rolling his hips, a low whine coming from his throat. "Please! | 


need it" 
"Need what? You won't get anything unless you say it” 


"Y-your fingers. | need them." It never took much to get him to this point when Richie really decided to tease 
him. He always seemed to know what to do and how to touch him for Boss Jon to fade away to the point 
where only Richie's needy slut was left. 


He gripped Richie's thighs, using what little leverage he had to rock against the teasing digit. Richie's other arm 
came up around his waist pulling him firmly back to his chest. "Nope. You just get to take it" Another finger 
was added then and Jon's head dropped back to his shoulder, his mouth dropping open in a silent scream as the 
fingers sped up. His hands scrambled to hold onto something, anything. He needed something to ground him 
before he drowned in pleasure. Before he'd realized it, his fingers threaded their way into Richie's hair and he 
tried not to pull on the soft strands as he tried not to scream. 


"Fuck baby, | can feel you quivering. Your body doesn't want to let me go, does it?" He chuckled breathlessly 
against his cheek. He ran his tongue from his jaw to his ear, nibbling at the lobe gently. "This why you were so 


angry earlier? You needed this? Needed me?" 


Jon didn't know how to answer. He wasn't sure if he could. He kept trying to move his lips and nothing was 


coming out. At least no words anyway. Whimpers, pleas, and moans on the other hand, he had in abundance. 


Richie had grown impatient with Jon's lack of response and decided to speed up the process. The fingers 
changed their angle then and every thrust had them nailing his prostate. His eyes shot open at the feeling. He 
didn't even remember closing them. Jon knew there at was no holding back at this point. He wouldn't be able to 
stop the words falling from his lips if he tried 


"Yes! Richie Yess! Needed all of this." His hips did the best they could to meet the thrusts with Richie's hold on 


him. "Need you now! Please fuck me. Give me your cock. | can't take it anymore!" 


He caught the sight of himself in the mirror then. One hand clutching Richie's hair like it was his lifeline while 
the other gripped Richie's arm between his legs. He could see glimpses of Richie's fingers inside him and that 
just made him try harder to force him to move them the way he wanted. He really did look like a needy slut, 


in Richie's lap completely naked while the guitarist had only removed his shirt. You couldnt even wait for Richie 


to take his clothes off. Did you need his cock that much? 


Needed, Wanted, Desired it. None of those words could describe the feeling inside him when Richie got him like 
this. 


It had been so long since he'd been so close just from Richie's fingers alone, but right now, he could almost 
taste his orgasm. He was speeding toward the peak and nothing was going to stop it. The heat coiled in his 
chest, his toes curling against the carpet and his cock leaking freely against his stomach. He was right there! 
Then.everything stopped. 


"No!" A pained groan forced its way from Jon's throat as he met Richie's smirking reflection with a betrayed 
look of his own. "Don't stop, you asshole!" 


Richie just chuckled and handed the lube to Jon. "You wanted my cock, right?" He finally unzipped his jeans, his 
smirk growing wider as Jon unconsciously licked his lips, his brief bit of anger already gone. "Then get me 


ready." 


He found himself almost eagerly stroking Richie's cock, moaning softly at the heat and weight of it. No matter 
how many times they'd done this, his body always reacted it like it was the first time. He moaned softly as he 
remembered the burn, the stretch and the absolute sensation that was about to consume him. He straddled 


Richie, only for the other man to turn him back toward the mirror again. 


"Watch yourself." He whispered, grasping his hips as he lowered Jon onto his cock. "Look at what you become 
when your offstage" His breathing started to grow heavy as Jon continued his descent. "I don't think I've seen 


you more beautiful." 


A harmony of moans was pulled from both of them as Richie bottomed out. Jon's eyes flickered over to the 
mirror again as he braced himself on Richie's thighs and started to move. He could feel Richie's hands on his 


hips, helping him pick up speed. Hear him groaning and growling in his ear as he chased his own peak 


His bangs were almost plastered to his face. His lips red and swollen from attempting to keep silent, but it 
wasn't only his image that was driving him mad with desire. He caught Richie's arms as they flexed at his hips 
and the flashes of pink as his tongue darted out to taste his skin. 


He dropped his hand to his cock and stroked it furiously as he slammed his hips down as hard and fast as he 
could. There was no finesse in his movements. He just wanted and he wanted badly. That feeling was back again 
and even stronger than before. The simmering heat in his veins and turned to a flame that raced throughout 
his body. His body seized, all of his muscles tightening as he shivered and screamed through his orgasm. Richie 
held him close, pushing their lips together as Jon moaned weakly, kissing back with what little energy he had 
left. He found heaven and salvation in those lips and was perfectly happy to let Richie kiss him into oblivion. He 
gasped against his lips as felt Richie thrust into him a few more times before he stilled, coming with a groan 


of Jon's name on his lips. 


Jon just giggled dazedly, brushing the hair from Richie's face as he leaned in for another kiss. "Mmmm. That 
was amazing Rich." He wiggled his hips in his lap teasingly. "We'll have to do that again. Real soon" He said a 
with a lusty grin 


Richie just laughed. "I don't think the guys would appreciate you being twice the normal asshole just to get me 


to fuck you senseless." 


"Fuck youl" Jon punched Richie playfully in the shoulder before starting to get up, only for Richie's arms to 
remain firmly wrapped around his waist. He looked back at him in confusion. "What's the deal, Rich? | need a 


shower." 


Jon was met with a very familiar smile. One that meant he wouldn't be leaving this spot for the near future. 


He could feel his cock start to get interested again and a matching smile spread across his face. 
"I told you this earlier babe." Richie whispered. "When | stop touching you tonight, you won't be able to 
remember your own name." His hands had started to move again and Jon couldn't help but tighten around 


Richie's hardening cock. 


"And I'm just getting started." 


